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And Mars you know, mull Venus haue,

to recreate his fpryght
I wyll oppreffe the fymple knaue,

fhall Slaues be fawfy now?
Nay: I wyll teache the nedy Dogges,

with Cappe to crowche, and bow.
Thus fareth he, and thus he lyues,

No whyt eflymyng God,
In health, in ioy, and luilynes,

free from the fmartyng Rod,
But in the midfl of all his myrth,

whyle he fufpecteth leaft,
His happy chaunce, begyns to chaunge

and eke his fleetynge feaft,
For death (that old deuouryng Wolf)

whom goodnien nothyng feare.
Corns faylyng fail, in Galley blacke,

and whan he fpyes hym neare,
Doth boorde hym flrayght, and grapels fail

And than begyns the fyght,
In ryot leapes, as Captayne chiefe,

and from the Maynmaft ryght,
He downward corns, and furfet than

affayleth by and by,
Then vyle defeafes forward fhoues,

with paynes and gryefe therby,
Lyfe ftands aloft, and fyghteth hard,

but pleafure all agafte.
Doth leaue his ore, and out he flyes,

then death approcheth fail.
And giues the charge fo fore, yat needs

muft lyfe begyn to flye,
Then farewell all.    The wretched man

with Caryen Corfe doth lye,
Whom Deth hyrnfelf flyngs ouer bord.

am yd the Seas of fyn,
The place wher late, he fwetly fwam,
now lyes he drowned in.